Charles          THOUGHTS OF AN OUTPOST

Madge

PREPARE for silence and for being closed.

The order of outspoken fate is final.

Causes are ready for their heartless march.

The kind is shut in cages of the mind.

Under a cloud of vapour, towers fall.

Howitzers are involved in seas of mud.

Camps blow like leaves beneath a leaning tree.

Crouched native sits infantile destiny.

Years form themselves into a living arch.

Machines have second-life becoming spinal.

Teeth without jaws are seen on circles blind.

Biology is dry, no spring, no blood.

Long put to sleep the human has reposed.

There is a sense of stillness above all.
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